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The track was mostly done, the better part of the last two days laying down vocals and acoustic guitars to fill 
out a poem Alec had written before his death. He was supposed to play drums on it, but given his untimely 


passing anything on the track beyond some subtle hand percussion was too much. 


It was easy enough to play as far as the music went. Alec had provided the lyrics and Mariusz had the music 
worked out before arriving at Steven's. He tracked and quickly deleted a keyboard solo, Mariusz agreeing it 


didn't fit the mood of the track, picking up his gold top and plucking around a line as he worked out a solo. 


“That's not right either, Steven" Mariusz lounged on what was typically Mikael's end of the sofa, his shorter 


and stockier frame looking out of place on the red couch. 


Steven hit the spacebar and disarmed the track, deleting the line he'd just recorded. He ran his hands through 
his greasy hair, frustrated that the track wasn't getting down as quickly as he thought it would. 


Mariusz stood and paced in the small space, scratching as his beard as Steven ran through the playback again 
It needed something quiet to fit in with the rest of the track, maybe a run of keyboard pads instead of a solo.. 
Steven reached over to his nearby Mellotron, picking out a few chords that fit with Mariusz's guitar. 


A hand landed on his shoulder, Mariusz behind him. "How about your moonspoons?" 
Steven stopped playing and paused the track again, turning in his new chair to look at Mariusz. "Moonspoons?" 


"Yeah, ummm," he flopped his hand uselessly in the air and made an off-pitch, vibrato sort of noise. Steven 
finally recognized the hand motion as turning a pitch or mod wheel. Usually he put his little noises on at the 


end of a session; it would leave the track rather sparse. "Like from Storm Corrosion" 


Steven cringed slightly. He'd gone a bit overboard back in the day, just has he had done with the mellotron 
years earlier. "Thats all in Ghostwriter" A lite bit wouldn't hurt, he could use it like the pads to fill up some 


of the sonic space. 


It was a few clicks to get the program to load on the desktop, watching the boxes open and close automatically 
as it set the RTAS' and TDMs for the session. Steven was pretty sure he knew the sound Mariusz was 
referring to, the harpsichord transmuted through all of his filters. His touch was light, dropping in a few 
ethereal sections here and there and leaving it sonically sparse. The synths on the last quarter of the song got 
a few decibels boost, taking center stage without a guitar solo. It was only a second to make the change, a few 


minutes to drop in some of the ‘moonspoons' as Mariusz called them. 


Steven leaned back in the chair and closed his eyes as the track played through again with his additions. He felt 
Mariusz hovering somewhere over his shoulder but ignored his pacing. The song felt like it was done. A little 

EQ-ing and some tidying up and that would be it. Steven had learned a long time ago to trust his instincts, any 
more layering or major tweaking would just ruin the track and even if he labored for hours it would never get 


any better than it was now. 


He'd have to fade out the end, but it was done. The room filled with silence, only the slightest wheeze of 
Mariusz's breathing audible over the electronic hum. "What do you think?" 


"Alec would like it" 


Steven went back to his computer, intent on starting to clean up the track and do some pre-mastering. Hands 
landed on his sore shoulders and pulled at the tight mouse clicking muscles. Steven stopped clicking, holding his 
breath as Mariusz dug in. Mariusz put his weight into it, bass strengthened fingers loosening knots that Steven 
had for months. 


When Mikael rubbed his shoulders he enjoyed it. When Nick Beggs rubbed his shoulders he tolerated it. When 
Hogarth rubbed his shoulders he was creeped out and couldn't get his hands off fast enough. He'd spent an 
hour in the shower afterwards trying to burn away his fingerprints. The Pole felt good, but it wasn't Mikael's 
comfortable familiarity or Aviv's talented touch. 


"Feel good?" Long hair brushed against Steven's neck; Mariusz had pulled his ponytail out hours ago. 


Steven tried to relax as a thumb dug into a longstanding knot. His shoulders slumped forward as the muscle 


screamed and finally relaxed, the weight of the world falling from his shoulders for a minute. 


"This is supposed to be fun" Steven was having a hard time understanding. Mariusz was closer to Alec and yet 
seemed to be having an easier time. Mariusz's job was done; the song was written. The rest was all Steven's 
responsibility to pull it together and come up with a track that Alec would have been proud of and now he 


couldn't even email Alec a demo. 
"lam having fun" 
Mariusz grunted, warm lips falling to the part in Steven's hair. "We could have some more fun" 


Steven's shoulders tensed up again. Everyone wanted a piece of him. "Mariusz," he sighed tiredly and tried to 


pull away. 


"The song is done." Again fingers dug into muscles more like concrete, Mariusz trapping Steven against the 
desk. "You can finish tomorrow." 


He had a million other projects he needed to get to and really wanted to finish the track up tonight before 
sending it off. Sleep and anything else would have to wait; he could always get a massage next week. He might 


have a day off eventually. "l really need to finish this." 


The pressure on his neck changed from soft strokes and careful pressure to a more demanding grip, digging 
into his skin unpleasantly. "| dont want you to work on it any more." 


"Are you going to finish it, then?" Steven immediately regretted the words, and the resulting painful crush of 


his vertebrae. He pulled his hands and arms in close to his torso so Mariusz couldn't get a grip. 


‘| want my part of the bargain" Mariusz released his neck and Steven immediately rubbed the sore spot. 
Mariusz backed away, pacing the small room again. "I've been waiting patiently.” 


"| didn't agree to sleep with you Mariusz, just to work on the song for Alec." Steven stood, resting his bottom 
on the desk but keeping the chair between them. Mariusz might not be a giant, but he was still bigger and 
stronger than Steven. 


Mariusz looked out the windows and sighed. "But you sleep with everyone else." 


"They pay me." Steven dropped his eyes to the chair, pushing it back and forth by centimeters. It was just 
how things were. 


Mariusz turned on his heel, pulling a wallet out of his back pocket and digging out a £20 note. "You want to get 
paid?" He waived the bill in front of Steven. "How much can | get for this?" 


"Look, its not like that." Steven tightened his grip on the back of his chair, glad it was separating the two of 
them. 


"Then what is it like?" Mariusz pulled another twenty from his wallet. "Can | fuck your ass for £40 or do | 
need to hit the cashpoint?" 


"Just go." Steven wanted him out of the studio and out of the house. "I'll send you a copy when l'm done." 


"Finish the damn track and I'll take the files with me." He sat on the couch and crossed his legs, clearly waiting 


for the finished product. 


Steven relaxed. He breathed again now that Mariusz backed off, but now he had no choice to work into the 
night until it was finished. The quicker he was done the quicker he could hustle Mariusz out. 


‘lm sorry," Mariusz started once Steven turned back to his screen. "I just.. | thought, | don't know what | 
thought. l'm sorry." Steven nodded, accepting the apology but the professional curtain was up. He'd gotten too 
comfortable around Mariusz and it was time to back away. Alec deserved to have the song done right, and 
Steven decided not to rush through things just to get Mariusz out. He was quiet while Steven mixed down and 
added some compression, getting the file down to a stereo pair ready for release. 


"It's done," Steven said before twirling around in his chair. Mariusz was still on the sofa, playing on his phone 
as he waited the last few hours. Steven was all set to export the files to redbook format and dump them on a 
flash drive, watching cautiously as Mariusz stood and stretched his back. 


‘| want to hear it, from the beginning." 


Steven drew in a breath and hit the space bar, letting the track run in its entirety. Mariusz paced again, 


hovering near Steven's production chair. His hackles rose every time Mariusz lingered too long. 


The track ended, fading away into nothing. "Alec would have liked it;" Mariusz finally declared. "He would be so 
happy.” 


"| think he would too." Steven worked on setting the rate down to 441 - there were a lot of extraneous ones 


and zeros that had to get sorted out - and waited for his desktop to run through the file again 


"I'd like to make the first donation" Again that damned £20 made an appearance, Mariusz holding it out to 
Steven. 


Steven looked at the worn bill, and then back to Mariusz. He'd done worse, really, for less reason. He knew he'd 
run into Mariusz again in the future and needed to keep a good working relationship with him even if Alec was 


gone. 


He could do this. For Alec. "Yeah, ok," he tried to be nonchalant as he took the bill from Mariusz's grip and 


shoved it under his keyboard. He tucked a lank of hair behind his ear and tried to remain calm. 


"Come here," Mariusz waived him closer and Steven pushed his chair out of the way, hoping Mariusz would be 
good to him. He stood in from of Mariusz like he was being inspected in the army. Mariusz frowned and looked 
Steven up and down. "I don't want.." Both of his hands grabbed Steven's upper arms, holding him just close 
enough to be uncomfortable. Steven tipped his head, waiting for Mariusz to find words. Eyes darted over his 


face as Mariusz looked down at him. "Can you at least pretend you want me?" 


Steven could pretend. Close his eyes and imagine he was somewhere else, with someone else. Odds are Mariusz 
would never know the difference. "I don't have to pretend." He felt himself slide into character, letting the 
Tension of his reserved nature falling away. It was a strange openness in his mind as his shoulders relaxed and 


his back curved, like wearing a kilt the proper way in a summer breeze. 


Mariusz wasn't his sort of type, and once he got past the lack of attraction he found a list of attractive 
things. His hair was straight and full, just the noblest of grey starting at his temples. Broad, strong shoulders 
sculpted from muscle tapered down to a substantial chest and trim waist. No one ever doubted that body was 
masculine, no whispered jokes in the locker room or insults at the pub. Mariusz had probably missed most of 


the torment Steven went through in his youth due to his waif like nature. 


A raised eyebrow was Mariusz's only reply. Steven was still only an arms length away and used it to his 
advantage. His hand went up and brushed Mariusz's hair, touching his cheek and feeling the rough growth of 
his beard. "You're so tall and strong" Steven made a point of looking directly into Mariusz's eyes. "Your eyes 
are so green" Maybe it was a bit huffy as he overplayed the role, watching as Mariusz's pupils dilated. Steven 
smiled slightly, just the corners of his mouth perking up. He ran a finger through Mariusz's beard and to his 


lips, tracing their softness as a warm breath spilled over his finger. "I bet you're a great kisser." 


"Do you want to find out?" Mairusz’s lips twitched as Steven withdrew his finger. He could bend the Pole 
around his pinky if he so wished but if he made the manipulation too obvious the appeal would be gone. 


Steven smiled again. He could almost feel the want flowing off Mariusz. The younger man would have to learn 
some self control and Steven filed away the information for if there ever was a ‘later’. "I'd like that," he said 
simply, letting Mariusz close the distance between them. Demanding lips pressed against his, whiskers 
scratching at his face. Steven had shaved yesterday, studio growth gone with the rasp of a razor, his baby 
faced skin would be smooth for the next day or two until stubble broke through. 


Arms wrapped around Steven's waist. It was natural for Steven's arms to go around Mariusz's neck and lean 
into him. This personality had no problems getting up close and to the point. The space between them 
disappeared with Steven's boldness. If Mariusz wanted him to play along that was exactly what Mariusz was 
going to get. There might be a few Euros to be made on the next Riverside project. 


Steven rubbed himself against Mariusz, the weight of his inhibitions long gone while he wore this mask. 
Shamelessly he thrust his hips against Mariusz, deepening their kiss and using his looped arms to pull him 
down. He balanced against Mariusz, trusting the bigger man to hold him and keep him from falling. 


They staggered backwards until Steven hit his chair. Mariusz managed to kick the chair out of the way as he 
balanced both of them on one foot, not stopping until Steven was pressed against his workstation. Mariusz 
lifted Steven, leaning him back into the computer screen and across the keyboard as he continued to devour 
Steven's mouth. Steven wrapped his legs around Mariusz's waist, trying not to damage his screen or any of 
the outboard gear that was stacked behind the keyboard. It could all be replaced, but it would be a hassle and 
put a dent in his work until he could get the pieces ordered in Mariusz kept pushing him back, laying him down 
on the too small desk. The keyboard dug into his back uncomfortably, probably broken with the way he was 
dropped onto it. 


Steven managed to push back against Mariusz, riding him as they stumbled to the sofa It was a much more 
comfortable place and less likely anything important would get broken. It was too small to lie on fully, when 
Steven slept there he always ended up curled on his side, barely managing to get his legs tucked in against the 


arm of the sofa 
He never knew how Mikael fit. 


Mariusz's weight settled on him as Steven was pressed into the cushions. Movement was almost impossible, 
trapped between the side and back of the sofa with Mariusz laying on him. He gripped Mariusz's shirt and 
pulled, breathing in relief as Mariusz's weight shifted off of him and the shirt was dragged over his head. 
Steven was able to shift and find leverage, pushing himself off the cushion and into the brick wall that was 
Mariusz. If he could get his lips around Mariusz there would be a good chance he would be satisfied with a 
blow job. Any time Steven didn't have to spread himself out he counted as a good day. 


Steven made a show of exploring Mariusz's exposed chest and stomach, tracing curves with his fingers only to 
follow with his tongue. It was a quick twist of his wrist and Mariusz's jeans were opened, Steven sending his 
hand into the warm denim, playing the good trollop and searching for Mariusz's cock. He wrapped his fingers 
around the hard length, pushing aside layers of denim and cotton to pull his hand back out. 


He pumped Mariusz a few times, getting acquainted with him before he licked his lips and took his cock in his 
mouth. Steven's lips squeezed around Mariusz's girth, a tongue running along the fat vein on the underside. 
Hands pulled the glasses from his face. Steven's eyes were closed and he didn't need the glasses; there was a 


spare pair upstairs in case anything happened. 


The experience was as much mechanical as it was a performance for Steven. Suck here, lick there, squeeze 
now. Mariusz grunted and groaned where appropriate, occasionally stroking Steven's hair but letting him get on 
without comment. Steven preferred it this way. Mariusz would get off, getting whatever he wanted out of 
Steven and Steven would be able to keep their working relationship open, having the smallest voice in the back 


of his head that he had one over on Mariusz and half of everyone else in the industry. 


He couldn't count the number of times he'd been on his knees in some broken down studio. Sure the studios 
were better now, cleaner. He'd been lucky he'd been able to quickly get enough equipment to do most things in 
his home studio from the very early days and managed to negotiate his rates on the finishing studios. Why he 


never stopped once he could he wasn't so sure about. As soon as he had almost convinced himself that he 


didn't like playing the whore and was done with it, something happened and he was right back at it: 


A stray hair irritated his tongue. Mariusz wasn't even trimmed up, but politeness indicated that he kept going 
instead of gagging and spitting out the annoying hair. He kept on sucking, constantly changing pressure and 
suction, using his hands as well as his tongue to tease Mariusz. To him it was little different than building a 
song up, building towards a climax only he could manipulate. There would be no ‘Awaken’ confetti like during a 
Yes show, or even the light show of Genesis’ ‘Suppers Ready’. Mariusz would get off, world shaking and all that 
nonsense while Steven would just be content with a job done. A report finally turned in to his bth form teacher 
or the brakes on his car replaced. No fanfare, no fireworks, no laser light shows, just Steven resting on his 


sore knees with a brackish mouth and maybe someone who was trying halfheartedly to return the favor. 


Only twice had Steven accepted return offers, usually Turning down anyone with any intentions of more than 
just a base physical encounter. He went through a phase of surrounding himself with women, just to make 
people think. Jess, Carrie, and Ninet had all been more than willing to help, surrounding him in clouds of makeup 
and perfume when things had gotten out of hand. They'd expected nothing out of him other than a drink and 


his own protection, so different from the usual cast of characters he had to work with. 


Mariusz groaned deep and tilted his hips, Steven reading the small signs and sucking even harder to pull 
Mariusz across the finish line. Steven had to put his wandering mind aside to focus on his task, just a few 
more minutes and he could daydream the rest of the night away. He had to remember why he was doing this, 
for Alec, for those that could no longer be with them. To lose one's life in the worst way possible before even 
having your one dying wish granted was horrible. Alec would have sucked Mariusz off but instead it was 


Steven, a poor replacement for such a beautiful young man 


Breathing hitched and Mariusz thrust himself down Steven's throat, coming with an undignified grunt. Steven 
knew the routine, suck gently drawing out the last drops and then sit quietly until whomever it was decided to 
grab their pants and leave. No awkward goodbyes or false promises, just a quiet parting of ways. Mariusz 
tucked himself away while Steven stared at the carpet, eyes averted. He heard the rasp of Mariusz's zipper 
being drawn up, then the ding dong of the USB stick being pulled out without being ejected first. 


Steven would send out the finished copies to the record company tomorrow morning. 


Heavy feet walked to the studio door and paused, Steven still sitting on his knees waiting for Mariusz to leave. 
"Steven." He looked up after making sure his face was dry but the doorway was empty. 


Steven got to his feet slowly, using the couch as leverage and followed him out the only door. In the carpark a 
door slammed and an engine turned over, Mariusz crunching gravel as he went on his way. Steven headed up 


the stairs to vomit in the toilet and brush his teeth. 


